CHAPTER   NINETEEN
A Small White Room
LET us leave this somewhat foetid atmosphere of
sex analysis and go out into the sunshine. It is
the month of March - that month when England is
alternately stifled by fog, swamped by rain, and
frozen fast with frost. But these things are far away.
We are bound still farther south*
After a few hours' voyage over a sea of trembling
purple we came to Havana - a city of ancient, naked
beauty.
But I do not wish to write of Havana's worn and
sun-baked streets, nor of the coloured sparks which
glint from hundreds of bottles crowding the shelves
of the open saloons, nor of the pale green moon
which nightly turns the city into a madman's para-
dise* After seeing what I saw, these delights meant
little or nothing to me.
What I saw was a small white room.
Now Havana, as the capital of Cuba, is under the
guardianship of the American Government, and I
would call the attention of the Government to the
horrors constantly enacted in that small white room*
It is America's job. America gave Cuba its inde-
pendence, America is giving Cuba its prosperity.
What America says m Cuba *goes/ It is time
that somebody said something about that little
room.
It is a room where men are choked to death. Not
quickly and mercifully, but slowly, with unspeakable
agonies. The choking is done in the name of justice,
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